THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

old bearded Pugno at the piano, he gave (about 1909;
the whole of the Beethoven violin sonatas at a series of
very badly attended concerts. There was no pose or
panache about him. He appeared, calm and dignified,
lending majesty even to a frock-coat, bowed, took up
his fiddle and began. There was absolute mastery of
technique, but a fusion with that of the highest qualities
of brain and heart seldom found together. And his
bended head, the heavy, impressive, yet sensitive, clean-
shaven face, with the eyes smouldering over the music
another had made and he was sharing, had the power
and the fascination of a Sphinx or a Rameses come to
life, something ancient, experienced in all joys and
sorrows and climes, yet resolved to be reticent save
through the medium of the bow, with which he could
sing the tenderest and the most tremendous things with
utter convinction and no exaggeration. Often in the
darkness I can see and hear him now.

"I say," said the demon, "where have you got?"
"Nearly to Glastonbury."

"Mooning along like that it is a wonder you haven't
been run over."

"I was thinking of music."

"Do you mean Rutland Boughton?"

"If you like."

"Did you ever see The Immortal Hour?"

"Yes."

"What is the meaning of the title?"

"The first act, I suppose."

[ 222 ]